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The young men and lads (all apparently of the shopkeeper class)
were now lying asprawl upon the floor in all attitudes and wrapped
in a deep mesmeric sleep. They lay like dead men and as still as
death, with a ghastly unnatural look in their faces and at the mercy of
the Mesmerist. One by one he raised them up, stiffened them by a
pass and wave of the hand and stamp of the foot and left them sway-
ing to and fro, unable to fall down or lift a foot from the ground,
telling them sternly as he turned away that they could not move.
Then he bade them look at the stars and they all stood with their
ghastly faces turned up gazing steadfastly at the ceiling. Suddenly
he assured them they were cocks and commanded them to crow and
flap their wings. Instantly they flapped their arms violently and
crowed in every key. One man was then put up on a chair and
ordered to sell an imaginary clock. He did it admirably. When in
his senses he was apparently a lad of some humour. He took the
bids quickly from the audience and was selling the clock smardy
when the Mesmerist said, 'That isn't a clock. It's a donkey/ The
lad looked unfounded for a moment and then brightened up and
leading an imaginary donkey by an imaginary halter began to sell
him. What he was really holding was a shawl bundled up. "That
isn't a donkey,' said the Mesmerist. It's a child, nurse it.' The kd
began to nurse the supposed child. But here a curious trait in his
character came out. No sooner had the Mesmerist left him than a
fury of hatred seemed to seize the lad and he dashed the child's head
against the back of the chair. Perhaps he had a real hatred to infants
which he could not conceal.
Then the Mesmerist set them all waltzing in pairs, then rowing,
then swimming for their lives, the imaginary boat having met with
an imaginary upset. It was curious to watch the different modes of
rowing and swimming. The Mesmerist invited one of the kds to
strike at his hand, telling him he would not be able to strike him and
strike him the lad could not though he tried his best and struck on
all sides of the hand.
At length the Mesmerist waved his hand in passes over the heads
of the kds and shouted, *Wake, all of you!' In a moment the boys
were all awake, rubbing their eyes, yawning, and stretching them-
selves, as if they had just arisen from a sound sleep. One of them
on being asked by the Mesmerist complained that his eyes were
form as he was going down

